MR. DISRAELI, STATESMAN

WITH the education of contemporary taste, the resemblance
of Lord Beaconsfield to Mr. Mantalini is becoming noticeable,
even to members of the Primrose League. The Suez Canal
shares show a comfortable profit of nine hundred per cent.;
the Treaty of Berlin has not yet been seen through by more
than half the population of. the Balkan Peninsula; and a
living dramatist has approached the theme, if not with the
Nelson, at least with the Parker touch. But there is a
regrettable and increasing tendency on the part of posterity
to be irreverent about a statesman who appears to have
borrowed his haute fyolitique from Mr. William Le Queux,
and his haute finance from the New Witness, One feels, in
the cold light of this sweeter, simpler reign, that there is a
faintly disreputable air of Early Victorian raffishness about
that singular career. There is something the matter with
his period. One may respect almost any Zeitgeist, if only
it will not wear ridiculous clothes. But when it comes with
its head wreathed in wax flowers and its hands full of scraps
of papie?*mdch&, casting mother-of-pearl before swine, en-
thusiasms are apt to grow a trifle faint; and even collec-
tors of Mc-fabrae turn sadly in other directions. Which is
the worst of the Great Victorians*

The broad outline of Disraeli's career is respectable, and
even distinguished; but its detail is appalling. That is
why the call of the multiple watch-chain is growing fainter,
and the visual appeal of bottle-green trousering is beginning
to fail across the grey distances of the North Temperate
Zone. The fatal elegance of that coiffure has shocked a
generation which prefers its heroes bald; and it is not easy
to respect a statesman who habitually thought of the upper
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